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Betty '79 and Stanley Sultan Short Story Contest 





Hi, my name is Dink, I'm a senior Economics 
major at Clark, and I like to think I'm pretty 
awesome! Being at home has allowed me to 
spend time raising my chickens (and writing, 
a little) 
It Will Grow Here
Frankie looks down at the second pink line 
as it appears on the pregnancy test. She 
presses her back to the stall door, listening to 
her classmates rush through the halls to their 
buses. She holds her breath, waiting for the 
anxiety to unfurl from her chest like a thick 
black snake. Turning to the gap between the 
bathroom door and the wall, she watches a 
girl smear bright red lipstick across each 
volume of her lips. The girl presses hard, her 
caramel eyes fixed to her candy apple mouth 
in the mirror. Frankie’s chest begins to burn 
as her body fights to take a breath. The girl 
leaves and Frankie takes a deep breath, and 
the snake immediately wraps itself around 
her ribs, constricting hard and fast enough to 
squeeze the air from her lungs. Her 
diaphragm and the snake fight for control in 
the small space, and Frankie wraps her 
shaking hands around the top of the stall, 





*A DEFINITION NOT FOUND IN THE DICTIONARY* 
Jerinna Solages: A body of words. 
And Free They Shall Be 
“I have hated words and I have loved them, and I hope I
	
have made them right.”
	
-Liesel Meminger from The Book Thief
	
1 
Inside my heart is a nest that holds words. Words 
lathered in sweet honey, surrounded by bees. I reach 
into my heart and pull those words out, knowing 
that I could be stung. But they deserve to be free, 
and free they shall be.
It begins with a pencil, a thin but sturdy substance 
that serves as a catalyst for the never-ending race of 
time. It ends with the tap, tap, tap of flat white 
letters carved onto a sea of black. The pads of my 
fingers pressed against a keyboard, waiting for 
lightning to strike before sending words spiraling 





Rachel Lloyd, a graduating senior, has been an avid 
writer since she was nine years old. While studying 
abroad in England she saw her favorite writer, Max 
Porter, walking along the rainy cobbled streets with a 
big colorful umbrella. She hopes to return for grad 
school in the future and to continue to write and read 
passionately for the rest of her life. 
Wordlessly 
Before she understood the power of a wrong 
word, Jane betrayed someone she loved deeply 
but vaguely and in a way she was wholly unable to 
understand. Years before her first orgasm, but 
only months after she had discovered the warm 
fleshly place between her legs, she betrayed a 
friend who was more than a friend but whom she 
didn’t have the words to describe.
Jane made this discovery on a Thursday 
afternoon. She was sitting in a bath that she had 
been in too long, a bath that had gone sour and 
cold, a bath that needed new warmth, new life. 
She called out to her mother, who came in, 
unplugged the drain, and turned on the hot 
water. It choked out at first in a lurching halting 
way, then came rushing out suddenly and 
harshly. 
“Tell me when it’s the right temperature,” her 
mother said. So Jane scooted along the 
sticky plastic mat to sit in front of the faucet.
